THE   GREEN   EDGE   OF   ASIA

and brandishing in formal sweeps and twirls and
lunges their long curved swords. They stepped stiffly,
encased in magnificent robes of soft gold, sleeves
three feet deep making their arms invisible. Narrow
hats of gilded cloth, a foot high, coming to a hori-
zontal knife-edge running from front to back, were
held to their heads by black cord tied under the chin.
Their feet were hidden by the balcony.

The absorption of the audience; its attitude  of
sharing and support of this living legend, their legend;
the intimate disposal of the stage and the unconcealed
movements of the gong-player and stage-hand evoked
the image of a stage in Shakespeare's England. But
the stillness of the audience, the stiff movements of
the actors, more resembling demi-gods than men,
were not a part of this Shakespearean phantasy. The
rest, including the fine frenzies of the tousle-maned
Monster, was straight from the frolics of A Mid-
summer Night's Dream. The Monster howled,  and
pranced towards the warriors. First one met it in
combat and came off with a wound, then the other;
then the first returned, and he and the Monster joined
battle again, dancing, prancing, slashing, stamping,
posturing, round and round, in and out, backwards
and forwards, and across the dim and darkening stage.
A fierce encounter, the Monster fell, then with an
ambiguous roar leaped over the balcony down on to
the tan and fled*